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FOUR of us who had served time as reportersmet in Worthington's bachelorapartment and of course talked

shop. We discussed exclusive newspaper

stories, nnd when we had fibbed ourselves
hoarse about the great stories we had turned
in our host, who had rather outfibbed us,

aid: "But an a matter of fact, if a fact mav

safely be introduced into this company, it is

easy enough to bring in a scoop. You've all
bragging about nothing at all."

We hooted him, but good nuturedly. It

is to be remarked that one forgives much in

a friend who has as good a semi-professional
bre w as Worthington sets out.

"All you have to do," he aded, "is to select
a promising prospect in the street and follow;keep your eyes and ears open and
you'll get a story, probably a scoop."
The next morning, a holiday, I stood at a

orner of the Oravo White Way on the lookout.Hundreds, thousands passed.rich nj'>n,
>oor man, beggar man, thief, doctor, lawyer
merchant, chief, not to mention those walkingthe weary way looking for stage work.
\t last I was conscious of a little rfpplo of
ensation as slight and pleasant as a baby
breeze gently stirring for a moment tho
surface of a lake, then dying, lenving a surfacens hard and po'lshed as blue china.

I soon saw nun iinn Iiii/uivui n u u-u.c.,

Mutter was caused by a boy, 12 years old
or so, I guessed, strolling down Broadway
rating expensive candy from a box of it;
happy, smiling, finding the world good and
telling it so. ^

Boy's Smile Ingratiating
And Brings Many Responses

It was the smile that first Interested me;
the sweetest, jolllest, well bred smile; a

winsome smile which brought instant, cordialsmiles in response. I saw a notorious
gambler catch the smile, and, smiling, lift
his hat in acknowledgment; a famous actress
who slowed In her walk when the boy smiled
at her, and her smile was pensive as she
turned to look again at the gallant little
figure.

It was his dress which finally determined
me to make him a prospect; jacket and
knickers of fine white flannel, stockings of
the modish wool, soft linen Uollo cojlar with
flowing blue silk scarf, patent leather pumps
and a (draw sailor hnt corked quite Jauntily.
These details I noted later; but nt a glance
one could tee that the boy would not ordinarilybo where he was unaccompanied. Tr
not ordinnrlly, then extraordinarily. So I
followed as he turned east Into Forty-second
r.t reet.
The Inst of his candles entertained him

until ho came to Fifth avenue and was

hnltod by the up and down town traffic which
wus^hen having its innings. His attention
was promptly absorbed by th< windowed
cage atop of steel supports in the centre of
he avenue where a policeman was manlpu-
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luting green, yellow and red electric lights.
Kugene.that I Anally learned was nn

prospect's name.was so engrossed that he
failed to see that he, too, attracted the Interestof many who passed or were impoundedin swirling pools by the restraining»
arm of the law. The officer In the signal
cage several times turned his eyes from tho
conflicting trnfflc rapids he silently controlled
to glance curiously at the boy who watched
him so intently.
A man in citizen clothes, a detective I

recognized as an old acquaintance, who had
exchanged a few low spoked" words with the
foot police, caught a signalling nod from tho
ofticer in the cage, and, directed by a glance,
ouietly approached Kugene and asked pleasantly:
"Waiting for some one. Sonny?"
"No. Just watching the officer in the box.

Funny work, what?"
"Fine work. Saves half a dozen ambulance

calls a day. Ret's see, what your name?"
"Jack Ormsby. Guess you are a plain

clothes officer."

Surprises the Detective
By His Keen Observation

"What makes you guess that?" the other
asked, after a surprised look.

"Oh, the way you spoke to the foot officer
and answered the signal of the man in the
box."

T gasped and wondered if the hoy had been
reading Che tertoh's Fitthrr lirov^n detective
HlOrlOS. IIP IOOKPO quite c«|>«uip "i >. I

plain clothes man stared In amazement, thee
caught Eugene's smile, smiled in return and
said: "Yep, Deteetlve Henry Morrison. Nov
you be a chummy with me; where do you
"IIY*?"
^ "Harlem." #

"Harlem, eh? And where are you going.
Jack?" #

"Brooklyn."
"Bridge, tunnel or ferry?"
"Bridge. Isn't there a Williamsburg

Bridge?"
The other, after studying the boy closely,

said: "Tell an old pal what you are going
to Brooklyn for."
"How could I cross a bridge without going

tft Brooklyn?" Eugene responded with a

laugh so merry that his questioner laughed
with him.
"Know your way to Williamsburg Bridge?"
"Over that way," Eugene answered, indicatinga vague easterly course.
"I'm goiug that way, and I'll pilot you,"

Morrison said, and the three of us, I In the
rear, took a crosttown ear and transferred to
the Third avenue surface. Our car was

blocked Just above Cooper Union, where the
boy suddenly exclaimed, "Look! There's a

man stealing n car." He pointed to the
Cooper Union Hull entrance, where a man
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was starting n car into whioh ho had jiupped.
Morrison looked, dashed to the rear platformand off. The man who had started

the machine must have recognized Morrison
for he gave the car terrific speed and
turned it toward the Bowery, Morrison followingin a commandeered car. i

"How'd you know the guy was lifting
the boat?" asked the conductor, who had
heard Eugene's warning. i

"From the way he acted before he got
in," Eugene answered. "Let me off near

Williamsburg Bridge, please."
At the corner of the Bowery and Kenmare

street the conductor signalled to Eugene.
"There's Delancey Street," he said, pointing
to the opposite side of the Bowery. "You
can see the bridge at the end."

"You are very kind. I am sure." Eugene
said, smiling.
"That kid is too fine haired and too swell

dressed to be bumming around here alone,"
the conductor muttered to me as I followedmy project
Eugene found the parkway, a space made

by widening old Delancey street, nothing
like a park nor like anything he ever could
have seen. Down its eentre ran a fenced
in space closed at its beginning, nenr the
Bowery, and at its end, near the bridge, bv
subway kiosks, but of grass or flowers
Eugene saw none; only a dusty strip borderedby benches occupied by human derelicts,some asleep, some mumbling over

ragged papers printed in uncouth type, some

staring vacantly, drift strande d In this backwaterfrom the active Bowerv currents.
Eugene seemed depressed by the drab outlookand would have turned back, I think.

Ltd not his sober reflections been brightened
at the sight of a group of youngsters laughingover their Sport, and It was odd that
they laughed, for thev seemed to be fighting
The oldest of the croup was nn autnorttntlvemaster of ceremonies. assiglng nts

companion* Into pair* to fight, starting
their bouts, instructing! stopping them. It
enticed Eugene. The sport wan attractive
and .they were Itoys! He hesitated, prohahlywondering, dressed as he was, If they
would let him play with them. Only their
leader wore allocs, the others ragged knlcks
and torn cotthn shirts, nothing else. Hut
Eugene smiled coaxlngly nfld asked, "What
you fellows doing?"

"Boxln*. Is yer lamps on dp hllnk?" the
leader responded,
"Boxing for fun?" ,

"Naw, fer trainln'. Me, I'm g"ln' t'he a

perfosh. Ever box?"
"So. I'd like to try."
"All right. Bay off, yotiae kids."
The young master of ceremonies gave

Eugene some excellent advice and with himselfijs opponent called time, and they were

at attack, briskly. In a minute Eugene was
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fitting In thr> dust, blood front his tingling
nose streaming over his while clothes.
His opponent helped him to his feet and

took his handkerchief, with whl It lie
squeezed Eugene's nose sharply, saying:
"She won't bleed much more, but your dude
close is on de bum." To remedy this he
scraped up a hnndful of dust, rubbed it Into
Lhe blood stains, observed the effect of the
artistic device and commented. "Pat ain't
so woise. Want to box some more?"
Eugene wanted some more, and In 'he

second round was doing "fine," his mentor
assured him, and both itoys were puffing
when one of the younger lads, doing sentry
duty, cried, "Heat it: T>e hull!"
A policeman strolled toward them growling"Now. you, Hogan, chase yourself bnek

to where you belong or I'll spank the pants
off all of you." The hoys, not much frightemd, were moving slowly awny when the
officer added, "Who's this you're palling with,
Hognn?"
Eugene, instead of Hogan, answered: "I'm

.lames Appleby, on my way to my father's
office, and stopia'd to play With these hoys."
His smile for the policeman was a little
rueful owing to swollen lips, bleeding nose

"You're tAklng a crooked way for down
town," th<' officer commented. "If he don't
know his way show him. you, Danny
Hogan."
"Come on," Danny said to his new- companion."We can sell pnpes nnd drag down

enough Jack for movies ami eats."

Thrall of Busy River Scene
Reflected in the Boy's Eyes

At Kttgene's suggestion they first went
out on the bridge. It may have been the
river with Its teeming life, the wharves with
their suggestion of romance, ships unloadingatrange cargoes from far away ports,
the navy yard with its grave gray warships,the distant view of sky searching
towers, the graceful sweep of lacey steel
high swung from Island to Island which
kept Kugene silent, wistful eyed.
"What's happened you, Kid?" Danny

asked, ey< ing Ids new friend shrewdly.
"Oh I must have been dreaming."
"1 didn't mean for to give youse dat poke

in de eye," Danny said, by way of expressingsympathy for one who could dream In
a world offering so many things designed
for wakefulness.
They retraced their steps and started

south through narrow streets cluttered with
pedlers, raucous with barter, swarming with
multitudes of children who should have
green fields for their play, not reeking
asphalt.

"Say. was flat your true monaker youse
give to de cop'.'" Danny naked.
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"Monaker? Oh, name. No, I'm Thomas
I'arker. I'm going to call on.a cousin. He's
in a.-a steamship offi
"Youse have a riwht to wash up foist at

the Newsie Home where we gets our eats."
Danny hart a trading place in f'ark Row

near tlx- bronze image of benign Ben Franklin.and, after he had loaned an assortment
of evening papers to Eugene, allowed his
pupil to share his stand. Eugene's smile,
handicapped as it was, won trade, and he
had repaid Danny's loan and had a pocket
full of nickels and dimes when, after a look
at City Hall cloek. he said:

"I'll have to go now. You have given
me a bully party, Danny. I hope we meet
again."
"Aw, dat's all right," Danny assured him.

'I was hep dat yoUse was a sport de way
youse took de bump on de beak I ha tided
youse."
Rejoicing that my long waiting for developmentsseemed about to end 1 followed

, the boys as they turned south. Danny promisingto show his friend a subway entrance
after they should have had their'"eats."

When Detective Morrison turned up at

headquarters with a long sought for automobilethief and told how the thief had
1 41,it t4l him hv vi"»r litt.lt'

KWfll kid he Imd been Interested In his capInininterrupted to ask, "Did this clever
little chap happen to have an attractive
smile?"
"The prettiest you ever saw," Morrison

assured him.
"Oo and got him!" his captain ordered

with great decision.
After hearinu lirlef particulars of a story

from his chief Morrison telephoned to the
car sheds of the Third avenue surface line:
"I'lease locate car 1N04, conductor's cap
number M7. passed Cooper Union going
south a couple of hours ago."

It was due, the starter Informed him. at
Park ltow and Rroadway In half an hour.
Presently the oflleer was on the satne car

attain. Sure, the conductor remembered the
kid. He left the car at alancey street and
walked toward the bridge. This and much
more 1 learned from Morrison when he told
me his end of tht> story that evening.

It was only routine work for Morrison
then; quosfloning DolantTy Park police,
Mrs. Hogap.an old Fourth warder, as was

Morrison.the Newsboys' Home secretary,
the plodding officer at last overtook the
three of us.

"Well. Kugenc," he said cheerfully, "howareyou headed?"
"Home," Kugenc said, "after I've treated

my friend to dinner."
"Danny Hngnn won't !* any the loser if

you come h«>m< with me now. There's only
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New York
about five thousand uniformed cops and a

couple of hundred private detectives looking
for you. old timer."
Morrison let me ride up town with them

in a taxi, and When Eugene fell asleep,
which was the instant he curled up in a

hack seht corner. Morrison explained: Eugene,only son of Hanker Darius Thorpe,
went that morning with his mother's woman

secretary to a theatre ticket office.
When the secretary wa.^ In the office Eu

gone slipped out of the car without being
seen by the chauffeur. Ten minutes later
Hanker Thorpe, frightened cold about kidnapping,was using his powerful influence
with every high police officer in this city
and every town within h hundred miles. All
the family, till the servants, twenty of them,
gave descriptions. Morrison's captain hapthuwire when the Thoroe
housekeeper wan telephoning.

"You'll know him," nhe said, "by his
smile; the sweetest smile in the world."

Morrison took sleepy but smiling Eugene
into the Thorpe home in Madison avenue

and when he came out he wore the contentedlook which, some assert, comes only
from merit rewarded.well rewarded. Morrisonnodded when I made some such remark,and then said; "Besides. I've somethingfor Mrs. Hogan to start a savings
bank account for Danny."
Banker Thorpe assured the reporters that

night that there was nothing In the story
The adventurous youngster had taken a

notion to visit Ills father's office, but was

brought home without" llnlshing his trip.
It would h»* a great comfort to Mrs. Thorpe
If nothing was said about it In the papers,
so the editors kindly ohligod.and so have
I; for the banker's name is in truth very
unlike Thorpe.
WortWngton Is right in principle; there

is an exclusive story almost anywhere foi
the paTtent « archer. I shall call on Wnrtbing.nn-have I mentioned his seml-profJs

'ionalbrew? and congratulate him.

Super Cement Made
ANALOGOUS to the »upc£-man and

other super-products, there I* no*

being produced what Is known as

sttp« r-cement. It is a Canadian product and
Is said to he waterproof and to have other
excellent properties.

ACrordirtg to nn abstract in a concrete
trade ptiper. It Is manufactured by mixing
gypsum and a catalytic colloid with cement
clinker In the ordinary process of Portland
cement manufacture, it Is claimed that
concrete made with this cement is a dense.
Impervious mass, waterproof and ollproof
and stronger than Portland cement, though
the hardening Is slower.

This cement requires more water to producea paste o' normal consistency th >n

ordinary Portland cement. The Increase In
str<v>pth Is specially marked in the case of
cement and sand mortar, and the diffcteuoe
Increases with time. >


